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	1. Chapter 1

**Ghost Buddy**

Summary: In your defense, the scary movies you used to watch made it seem like possession was much easier.

Disclaimer: Undertale belongs to Toby Fox

* * *

><p>You remember it like it was yesterday, but that might be because you've lost all track of time. You woke up in the patch of sunflowers. Mom was crying over you, and you couldn't really grasp why or what was going on.<p>

Then it hit you. Asriel messed everything up. You were going to kill two birds with one stone – get revenge on the so-called family you had on the surface, and help your real family – the ones who actually took care of you and loved you – escape on to the surface. The two of you would be heroes, freeing monsterkind and getting revenge on humanity.

"Mom?" You said, hesitantly as you tried to assess the situation around you. She didn't seem to hear you, so you repeat yourself a bit louder. Again, nothing.

You thought harder. Asriel forced control away from you. They wouldn't let you fight the humans. They wouldn't let you strike back the person who had the audacity to call himself your father, even as he shot arrow after arrow into your new body. You had always been an angry kid – you got it from your father – but now a type of anger you had never felt before was coursing through you. You'd never been angry at Asriel before. Even if he was being a crybaby, even when you felt that Mom and Dad preferred him to you, even when you fought.

You were snapped out of this as Mom got up and walked away. "Mom, where are you going?" You asked. You got yourself to your feet and ran after her. But as she left through the door exiting into the Ruins, you found you could not follow her. You were stuck in a way. Trying to move farther away from the sunflowers made your body feel sluggish, to the point where you could not muster the energy to lift your feet anymore. Confused, you watched Mom retreat into the Ruins. To make things more complicated, you could've sworn you saw a sunflower pop out of the ground, watch her, and retreat back into the soil.

You don't know how long you spent trying to get yourself to go through the doorway, but it was no use. Panic began to set in. Mom couldn't hear you, you were bound to this patch of sunflowers, and you couldn't remember anything after Asriel took control of the body you had briefly shared.

You shuffled back over to the patch of sunflowers. Angrily, you went to kick through a few of them.

That's when everything got worse. You realized that you didn't even budge a single petal on any of them. You reached down to pick one up, but your hand went right through them. The feeling of panic in your chest intensified and you began scrambling at the flowers, doing your best to try and interact with something, anything.

You can't remember how long had gone by before you laid down and realized that no, that was it. You were dead. A ghost. And not a ghost-monster like the few that had run the snail farm, but a ghost. At the acceptance, memories came back. Memories of Asriel collapsing into the living room of Home, of Mom and Dad rushing over in tears, trying to heal him, and failing. The cold feeling of your new body crumbling into dust and breaking apart.

The rage came back. And looking back, that rage overtook you for days. Maybe weeks. Maybe months. Rage at Asriel for messing up your plan. Rage that you gave up your very life so that you could do the only two things you ever really wanted to do in life: help them and get back at your relatives on the surface.

But after time the rage spread. You were angry with dad for being so naïve as to not catch onto the plan. Mad at the other monsters for heralding you as their hope for freedom. Furious with the comedian Snowdrake Family your parents had taken you to see, for cracking jokes while all the monsters in the Underground were suffering. All the good memories you had were replaced with rage, that all these monsters settled with complacency in the underground until you fell down. Time went by, and you began to hate the monsters just as much as you hated humanity for what they had done to you.

Mom came to the garden almost every day to tend to your grave. And as much as you wanted to, you could never bring yourself to hate her. Your birth-mother died in child birth – which, to the village you grew up in, was the first sign that you were some sort of demon child – so Toriel was the only Mom you had ever known. Even in death, she was taking care of you. And seeing her was the only thing you ever really had to look forward to. Sometimes it almost seemed like she was aware of your presence, as even though she never responded to you, she would occasionally double-take in your direction as if she had seen you standing there.

No, you didn't think you could ever bring yourself to hate Mom. But then again, you didn't bank on another child falling down, either.

A long time had gone by since your death, and you were sitting next to Mom while she was tending the sunflowers. You liked sitting by her. Sometimes you would almost forget about being dead and it just seemed like you were helping her with the gardening like you had done so many times in the past. But there was a faint cry in the distance, coming from above you, causing both of you to look up at the same time. Mom gasped when she realized something was falling down, and she ran towards the falling figure. In doing so, she stomped right on the flowers that were growing over where your face had been buried, causing you to frown. Still, you knew it wasn't on purpose so you got up and followed Mom.

She caught what had fallen just in time. You scurried around the side of her, and you were surprised to see a very scared little boy in Mom's arms. He began crying as soon as he saw Mom's face. Mom began to coo and comfort the boy, and walked home. As she left, she said, "Hush now my child, I will take care of you."

Something snapped inside you at those words. You hated that Boy, and you hated Mom too. She had made you feel special. Like you were hers. But would she take in any child? There wasn't anything special about you, she just replaced you with that driveling brat.

As you watched them leave, you saw that flower pop out of the ground again. It began shaking. You even could hear it shouting something, but you couldn't tell what.

After that kid fell down, Mom didn't come tend to the flowers anymore. Sometimes the days seemed to repeat themselves. But all you could do was sit there and stew in your anger, letting it fester and grow. You hated every insect that crawled by, every ray of sunshine that cracked through Mt. Ebott and hit your grave. You hated every petal on every flower, especially now that some were beginning to wilt, and it made you hate Mom more.

You don't know how many weeks came by before Mom came back. She was crying again. Seeing her cry almost made you forget being angry with her, and you wanted badly to hug her, to be her child again. But you knew you couldn't and it made you angry.

Time went on, and you couldn't measure it because monsters didn't age like you would have. More kids fell down. Each time, Mom would find them, and take them, and forget about you and your grave. The flower in the courtyard of the Ruins would yell something. Days would seem to overlap. Time went by in a blur of anger and rage.

After the sixth child fell down, you gave up on ever seeing Mom again. And you swore months went by before she did come back. At this point, you didn't even feel anything from the sight of her. Your anger had hit its peak and now you just rolled your eyes again at how she conveniently remembered first dead human child.

It wasn't until she talked that something inside you changed. "Chara." She whispered, looking at a few of the flowers that had wilted. "I am a terrible mother. I'm so sorry."

Your arms that had been folded across your chest dropped. She hardly ever spoke when she tended the flowers, much less said your name.

"Since losing you, I failed to protect six other children. Soon, your f…Asgore will break the barrier. Just one soul left. I never wanted things to be this way. I should have never taught you about the barrier's limitations." She cried harder. "Maybe you'd still be here."

She tended the flowers, and you just stopped and watched her. Mixed feelings swirled inside your head. Part of you agreed with her out of spite, part of you was angry that she didn't think you could handle knowing the truth (though part of you pointed out that maybe it's true since you went and got yourself killed), part of you was still angry that she had tried to replace you six times.

But mostly, you were sad. And you hadn't been sad for a long, long time.

That night, another human fell. And that's when everything changed.

* * *

><p>You don't know if you'd call it sleep, but when the light faded away from Mt. Ebott, you fell into a dream-like state. But something snapped you out of it as a thud echoed throughout the chamber where your grave was. You sat upright and looked around, and nearly jumped out of your skin to see that another human had fallen right next to where you had been laying.<p>

"Oh my God." You say out loud, out of reflex, and scrambled a away from them.

What's even more shocking, is that this kid looks up, and looks at you – not through you, AT YOU – and says, "Oh my gosh, I'm sorry! I didn't hurt you, did I?"

You freeze. No one has spoken to you in what had to be years. Looking around, for anyone else, you bring a finger up to yourself and ask, "Me?"

The other kid sits up and rubs their shoulder, clearly in pain. Still, they give you a playful smile. "Of course, silly. Who else is here?"

You aren't sure how to react. You slowly shake your head. "I'm okay, no worries." You look the kid over, and you realize they look to be about eleven or twelve. A bit younger than you had been before you died. They're pretty banged up. Usually, that would be great because after all, you HATE humans. But this one has you more curious than anything else.

"So what's your name?" They ask, still giving you a friendly smile. You weren't use to this either. Everyone in your village looked at you like a demon. But when you killed your mom in childbirth, had the creepy smile, and took out your problems on other kids in the village, they probably tend to do that.

"Chara." You answer, not taking your eyes off them.

"That's a pretty name!" They answer excitedly, as if you had told them a great secret. "My name is Frisk! Can you maybe give me a hand up?"

Disgust and fury rose inside of you. No human had ever done a thing to help you, other than give you a reason to throw yourself into the mountain. But, again, curiosity won you over and you reached out your hand to them without thinking. And you had forgotten that, oh yeah, you're dead, so Frisk's hand just phased right through yours.

"Oh…" Frisk said, at what happened. You're a little surprised at how calm they are at their situation. "Are you a ghost?" Frisk tilts their head a bit.

You shrug. "Well. I'm dead and invisible to most people so I'd count that as a ghost."

Frisk scratched their head and asked, "Does that mean I'm a ghost if I can talk to you?"

You looked down at their hands and legs, to see that they were crushing the flowers. You point and answer, "No, because you can touch the flowers."

Realizing where they were Frisk jumped up and scurried off your grave. "Oh no! What a pretty garden. I didn't ruin your garden did I?"

Everything this kid did confused you. They were so very…well. Monster-like. They were nice and polite, which you had never seen from a human before, and it was baffling.

"It's…" You hesitate. "It's okay."

"Do you know how I get out of here, Chara?" Frisk asked, looking around,

You nod and point them down the hallway, although part of you doesn't want them to go. You haven't talked to anyone in so long that even this feels nice.

Frisk thanks you in their polite, soothing voice, and begins to walk down toward the door. But they stop and look at you. "Why don't you come with me, Chara?"

You shake your head. "I can't. I haven't been able to leave this garden."

Frisk frowns. "Oh…I'm sorry. That sounds really lonely." But then, their frown flips and they regain this excited, exuberant nature. "Maybe I can find someone to help!"

Before you can object, they run off. And then, something feels wrong. You get that sluggish feeling again, and everything goes fuzzy. You blink and rub your eyes, and when you open them, you're hovering off the ground, next to Frisk. They double-take at you.

"Hey, what happened?" They ask, but you aren't sure how to respond. Thankfully, you're interrupted before you need to.

"Howdy!"

You freeze up, and look at the flower in front of you. It's the same one that popped out of the ground whenever Mom left, you were sure of it. Suddenly, the air around you seemed very compressed.

This was different. You had encountered monsters before. Some of them would accidentally release soul magic, and you knew how to dodge it. But now it was different. You were very aware of Frisk's presence right next to you. You almost felt like you were inside their body, like you could move their arms despite the fact they were inches away from you.

"Try and run in to as many friendliness pellets as you can, okay?" The flower, Flowey, said in an overly cheerful manner.

Frisk was listening to them intently, but you could tell their smile had faltered. They were as suspicious as you were.

You saw the magic bullets materialize around Frisk.

"It's lying." You say. "Move!"

You go to move too, but you move Frisk's body, not yours. You move Frisk from the path of the bullets, confused.

Frisk glances at you with alarm out of the corner of their eyes. You feel something in side of you and they snap control of their body away from you.

"Hey buddy." Flowey says, annoyed, "You missed them. Let's try that again."

This time, Frisk dodges the bullets on their own – and actually fairly gracefully at that.

Frisk looks like they want to say something to you, but you both jump as the flower cackles and grows some rather creepy fangs. You had never seen a monster look at you the way it was. No, that was a look you remembered only from the way your father would look at you when no one else around.

"FINE. DON'T PLAY ALONG." Flowey snarled.

A ring of bullets surrounded Frisk, which included you as well. You weren't sure if you could be hurt by magic as a ghost, but you didn't want to find out.

But before you could find out or had to worry about it, a fireball blazed through the air, striking the flower.

Mom, coming to your rescue once again. You almost want to forget about Frisk and pretend she was there for you, but she quickly begins with the whole, "my child," routine with Frisk, and your mood sours.

You follow, not that you apparently have a choice, as Toriel and Frisk enter the Ruins. Toriel has Frisk talk to a dummy, for some reason, and they progress. As you go by, you take a swing at the dummy and of course you just go right through it.

Mom shows Frisk around the various, "traps," of the first part of the Ruins. You look at Frisk, and they must feel your gaze, as they turn and look at you with a raised eyebrow. However, they fall behind Mom, and in that moment a Froggit leapt in front of them. It hopped around excitedly, shooting a fly-shaped blast into Frisk's body.

Frisk cried out in pain – and you felt a sting too. You're definitely connected to this kid in some way. The air became compressed again and you could feel more of an awareness of Frisk's body. Seizing the opportunity to have a physical form again, you force Frisk's arms to pick up a nearby stick and try to make them swing for the Froggit. However, their arm locks up before you can even raise the branch over your head. Frisk forces you to drop it, and turns to the confused monster.

"Aw! Aren't you a cutie!" Frisk coos to them.

The Froggit actually looked down as if it were bashful.

"Well I don't think it knows what you said, but it appreciates the compliment anyway." You say to your partner, a bit surprised.

Toriel stomped into view and glared at the Froggit, causing it to run off.

"Are you alright, my child?" She asks.

Frisk nods and gives her a thumbs up. But as she turns back to guide the child, they turn and give you a glare. You scowl back at them, giving what Asriel always called the, "creepy face."

At the end of the next hallway, Mom decides she has to run off and gives Frisk a cell phone, telling them to stay put and she'll come back for them.

As soon as Mom leaves, you turn to them and say, "Look, kid…"

You jump back a bit as Frisk gives you a sassy attitude you haven't heard yet before. "No, you look, Ghost Pants."

"I have a name." You snap.

"Well, your name's going to be, 'jerk,' if you keep up those shenanigans." Frisk places their hands on their hips. "My body, my rules. I would never hit that cute little frog thing! It was just excited."

You feel yourself getting angry and wanting to hit them, but you know you can't. "You were just lucky. These monsters want your soul so they can go back to the surface."

"Yeah I'm sure the big evil frog that likes compliments has a big evil plot against me." Frisk replies dryly. To your surprise, their expression softens. "Maybe they just need friends."

You're utterly perplexed at this. You'd never known a human like this in your entire life. They almost remind you of Asriel with their happy attitude.

"I don't mind you sticking around." Frisk says, "But none of that."

You're mad at them. You're mad because all you've wanted to do since you've died is get revenge. On humans, on monsters, on your own family. But possessing Frisk wasn't going to happen, and now you were stuck with them.

"Yeah, well, if anything happens to you and you wind up like me, don't say I didn't warn you." You say, folding your arms.

To your surprise, Frisk smiles at you. "What?" You snap.

"Cute and protective? I lucked out as far as being haunted is concerned." Frisk gives you a wink and begins to walk out of the ruins, clearly satisfied with the massive blush that's creeping across your face.

You stammer a nonsensical response after them. Cute?

* * *

><p>Hey, hope you all dug chapter 1<p> 


	2. Chapter 2: Home is where the Pie is

**Ghost Buddy**

Summary: In your defense, the scary movies you used to watch made it seem like possession was much easier.

Disclaimer: Undertale belongs to Toby Fox

* * *

><p>"Come on Frisk, let's go." You say, tired of watching them play in the pile of leaves. Secretly, you wish you could play in the leaves. It had been so long. You had been mad for so long you didn't remember the last time you enjoyed yourself or played like a normal kid.<p>

"But it fills me with determination!" Frisk objects, and then a sparkling yellow object appears next to them.

You glance at it curiously. You remember having been able to do that, back when you were alive. "Determination."

Frisk curiously touches the, "save point," and creates their own save.

Frisk finally leads you both to a bowl of monster candy that Mom would always leave out for the smaller monsters. They grab two pieces.

You scowl. "Hey, sign says take one, Frisk."

Frisk looks at you and giggles.

"What's so funny?" You ask.

"You've wanted me to kill three Froggit's, and two Whimsun's, but you're mad at me for taking more than one piece of candy?" Frisk asks.

You blush, again. They had a point. However, Frisk turned around to grab two more pieces and managed to knock the bowl over in their rush.

You give them a sly grin. "See? Good job Frisk. Ten out of ten. Bet you feel like the scum of the earth."

Frisk actually looks at the mess they made, guiltily, but most of the candy had already rolled into the little pools of water at the side of the room. "Oops…"

You and the younger kid walk through the Ruins, and you don't even bother objecting to Frisk sparing the Vegetoid you encounter, because they've made it perfectly clear that they think you're wrong about the monsters being worthless. And every time they get a smile or happy noise out of the monster, they give you a smug grin.

This time though, Frisk gave you a look of…concern? Pity? Either way, it made your blood boil. "Chara," They begin, "why do you hate the monsters so much? Did they do something to you?"

You don't bother to answer them. You wouldn't know how. Maybe they didn't do anything, but they heralded you as this prophesized hero and made you think could actually be something special. And then they made you family and actually conned you into thinking that maybe you could have been something good. Something other than the demon child you were always brought up to believe. And it got you killed.

"Not as much as I hate people." You mutter in response. The answer surprises them.

"Is that why you jumped too?" Frisk answered. Then they looked embarrassed, and at first you didn't know why, but then it struck you…

"…too?" You ask them, but this time they're the ones who chose not to answer. Instead, they look around at all the switches and wonder why none of them they're hitting are lowering the spikes at the end of the room.

"Why don't you call Mom and ask her where she is? Maybe she could come help." You suggest. Yeah, Frisk was annoying, but being stuck there wasn't very fun.

Frisk turns to you slowly. "Mom? Wait, is Toriel your Mom?"

You curse at yourself internally. You hadn't wanted to let them know much about you, but you nod. No use hiding it now.

Frisk takes out the phone and calls Mom. At first they chat a bit, and you can hear Mom ask about their preference as to butterscotch or cinnamon – she's preparing a surprise pie for them. Frisk says they haven't left the room we were left in, but they cross their fingers like that makes it okay. But at the end of the call, Frisk says, "Okay, bye Mom, see you soon!"

You go cold inside. You try desperately to pick up a rock on the ground and chuck it at their head, but you can't. You can't do anything and the physical reminders don't exactly calm you down.

"Chara, what are you doing?" They ask.

"YOU DON'T CALL HER MOM!" You scream, your voice echoing louder than you can ever remember it being. You're crying, and you remember what your farther always said about crying, and it makes you feel weak. So your anger just grows. "SHE'S NOT YOUR MOM AND SHE NEVER WILL BE! I'LL KILL YOU!"

Frisk backs away from you slowly and stumbles on to the floor. You see tears well up in their eyes and for the first time since falling down they look afraid. Not of the monsters, but of you. But they take a deep breath and stand up. "I'm sorry, Chara."

You hadn't expected that answer. Usually when you yelled, someone would yell back. "You should be." You spit.

But then Frisk walks up to you, and gets close – close like you were in a battle but you aren't. They awkwardly try to put their arms around you, but obviously they can't.

"What are you doing?" You ask dryly.

"This is my attempt at hugging you." They reply, matter-of-factly.

This was the sort of behavior that baffled you. Every time you wanted to lash out, this kid, this weird un-human-like human did something supportive and comforting and you didn't know how to feel. Part of you wanted to be angry, but in a way, it felt good to have someone care. But then this disgusted you, because no one could ever actually care.

"I just said I'd kill you." You said. "What is WRONG with you?"

"Chara, I never learned how to read." Frisk states bluntly.

"I – what?" You couldn't follow this kid's line of thinking.

"My parents never sent me to school, and they never taught me." Frisk tells you this in a tone as if they were discussing the weather. "That's why I took more pieces of monster candy. I couldn't read the sign."

You did your best not to emote. "Why are you telling me this?"

"Because I like having you with me." Frisk says, smiling at you, making your stomach feel weird. This had never happened to you before. Your insides felt like they were doing flips, and you could feel yourself blushing. "You've read signs to me, you've helped me dodge monster attacks, and even when I don't let you fight them, you tell me the monsters names and what kind of attacks they've had."

You blink. You hadn't really thought of how you had been doing these things, but you had.

Frisk continued, as they could tell you were processing the words. "I appreciate you, Chara. Having you with me is nice. I like you." They wink and you step back, embarrassed. "But seriously. The only thing I don't like is how angry you are."

You open your mouth to tell Frisk that they'll have to deal with it, but they cut you off. "I'm not done. I'm not sure why you're so angry Chara. I wish I could do something to help you. I know you're not just going to come out and tell me what's going on with you, but…I like you. I appreciate you. I don't think you're as bad as you think you are."

Damn them. Your insides were churning, and your eyes felt like they were on fire. Respectfully, Frisk turned away from you. You were beginning to understand how they so easily got the monsters to like them. You looked to the wall and noticed a signed on the wall you missed earlier. "Hit the red switch, Frisk," you advise them through a sniffle.

Frisk looked at you, perplexed. You nodded to the sign. "I didn't see that before but it says to hit the red switch."

Frisk beamed at you, ecstatic you were still helping. They winked at you. "Thank you, my great protector."

You roll your eyes at them. "Cut that out." Still, you were blushing, and you hated it. Frisk already knew that the flirting flustered you, so they were pouring it on thick.

Frisk skips over to the switch and pressed it, causing the spike gate to go down at the end of the hall. "Come on, Chara!" They shout, charging ahead. You groan and follow after them.

As you chased after them, a Loox popped out from behind a pillar, locking you and Frisk into a battle. Frisk glanced over to you.

"It's a Loox. They get picked on a lot, don't really care for it." You explain. You left out the part where one day after Mom caught you sneaking some pie and grounded you, you snuck out into the Ruins and picked on Loox yourself. Any other day, you'd feel like these monsters deserved it, or worse, but…

You didn't bother attempting to control Frisk. They were a surprisingly agile kid, and had no problem dodging the monsters soul magic that leaked out of its giant eye. As soon as the Loox was done, Frisk gave them a big smile and shouted, "You have a very pretty eye!"

The Loox became embarrassed and ran off.

Both you and Frisk are rather quiet as you pass through the room. You feel like maybe you should apologize to them for snapping, but that thought just turns in your stomach and you feel disgusted at yourself for even considering it. Humans had never done anything but hurt you, and no one ever apologized for that.

But Frisk wasn't just any human, and it you still didn't quite wrap your head around it. Were they really a good person? They certainly thought you could be.

As you rounded the corner with them, you saw Mom come from around a tree, looking at her cell phone. But her eyes snap to Frisk and she gasps, running up to them. "My child, are you hurt?"

You look at Frisk and see that the Froggit's bullet had left a small tear in their shirt, with a small scuff mark exposed under it. It was very tiny, but that was how Mom was. You couldn't get anything past her.

Frisk smiled at Mom reassuringly. "I'm fine M…Ms. Toriel."

You felt something reminiscent of guilt pang in your chest at Frisk's hesitation. You hadn't felt guilt in so long that it was hard to remember what that was like or if that was even it.

"All the monsters are really nice and everything." Frisk added, giving Mom a big hug. You're a little jealous, but mainly because you can't.

"Well…it was irresponsible for me to leave you in the Ruins for so long. I was planning on surprising you, but no use now. Come along, my child." Mom says with her warm voice.

You follow them to Home and Toriel ushers them in. Before doing so, a SAVE Point is spawned in front of the house.

"Hey," you call to Frisk, making them stop, "You should go touch that."

Frisk notices the little yellow gleam and walks over to it, giving it a poke. They smile at the warmth it provides. "I would never think there'd be such a cute little house in the Ruins like this. I feel really good about all this!"

You can't help but smirk and shake your head. "Come on, Mom's waiting for you."

Frisk goes inside, and Toriel is waiting. She explains that Frisk can stay here for as long as they like, but the smell of burning pie is becomes present in the house, and she runs off, but not before rustling Frisk's hair. Frisk walks inside and looks around the room.

"So was this your room, Chara?"

You shake your head. "No, this is the guest room…" You still had memories of playing and coloring with Asriel in here though, making you reminisce. For as long as you had been mad at Asriel, you forgot all the good times you used to have.

Frisk examines the box filled with shoes at the foot of the bed.

"All sorts of different sizes." You point out, and look at Frisk's feet. "But none that look like they'd fit you."

"So the other kids who lived here must have been a lot younger than us, huh?" Frisk asked, a sadness in their tone.

You thought back. They were all pretty young, thinking about it. The youngest was the first one, but the oldest had to have been around eight at best. You nod.

Frisk sat down on the bed and sighed. "Chara, what do I do?"

You weren't really prepared for this question. "NOW you want my advice?"

Frisk rolled their eyes. "Well not if it's going to be, 'kill or be killed,' like Flowey said or how I should wack everything with a stick." Their tone lightened. "I mean…how do I get out of here? I need to get back to the surface."

"Why?" You can't help but ask.

They hesitate, so you continue. "There are legends about people who climb the mountain never being heard from again. Don't tell me you've never heard them."

"I don't want to talk about it." Frisk answers, and lays down. They start shaking, and you aren't sure if it's from the cold or if they're crying. But then you remember how you used to lay in bed and shake and try not to remember things, and you settle on the latter.

You contemplate, because if there's one thing you're good at after being stuck haunting a patch of flowers for years, it's sitting and thinking. You want to say something to Frisk, but what? You still hadn't forgotten your grudge against humanity but Frisk was making you feel…THINGS. When was the last time you felt any of these things?

Before you could decide, their silent cries turned into light snores. You let out a deep sigh of relief. Getting to the surface took, at minimum, the power of a human soul and a monster soul. And absorbing a monster soul was impossible, unless they were a tough boss monster like…

Mom or Dad.

You squirm. Frisk wouldn't hurt a fly, but what if they had to hurt Mom or Dad to leave? Fear and anger flew up inside you again. Humans were inherently selfish – yourself included, you had no qualms admitting – and surely Frisk would cast aside this squeaky-clean demeanor in order to get themselves home.

But you could always stop them, right? Maybe. Your control over Frisk, while in battle only, was severely limited. And, they had determination, like you did.

You would just have to worry about it when you got there.

You jumped as the door opened, and Mom walked in, carrying a slice of pie. You recognized it as butterscotch and cinnamon – not a chocolate pie, but certainly one of your favorites. She saw Frisk snoozing, and went to turn off the light. She set the slice of pie on the floor and went to leave. She hesitated for a brief moment and you swear she looked in your direction for a split second before leaving.

You lay down on the bed next to Frisk. You close your eyes and thought back to playing in this room. You must have drifted off into that sleep-like state as you're woken up to Frisk giggling at you.

"I didn't know ghosts took naps too. But I think you're being a little forward with me." Frisk said with a wink.

You snap out of the bed, blushing. "Well, what, am I supposed to just sit around while you sleep?"

"I'm just teasing Chara." Frisk replies. You notice they still sound rather sad so you decide to maybe lighten up on them. They are the only person you have right now, and they've been nothing but nice to you.

"Mom left you some pie." You blurt out. You meant to apologize to them for the mom thing, but you suck at apologies and instead diverted to food.

Frisk rolled over and grabbed the slice, taking in a big whiff and taking it with her as she left the room. "So I decided something."

You look at them.

"I'm getting out of here, no matter what." They tell you, and you recognize Determination in their voice. "And I'm hoping I can find a way to help you out too."

You're a bit surprised at this, but you're a ghost so you highly doubt they can do anything for you. "That's great. Might want to ask Mom about how to leave though."

Frisk grimaced, knowing that it wasn't going to be an easy conversation. They wandered down the hall, longingly looking at the hallways of Home. They stop and stare at themselves in the mirror for a minute. You realize it's really weird to look in a mirror and not see yourself there looking back. But still, you're worried about Frisk (and it creeps you out to worry about someone, but anyway) so you say, "It's you!"

Frisk gives you a small smile for your efforts and makes their way to the living room. Toriel gives them a warm smile. "Did you have a nice nap?"

Frisk nods and goes to speak, but instead stammers out, "Yeah just looking around."

Frisk aimlessly shambles into the kitchen and glances at things with no interest. They're stalling and you recognize it easily. At one point they open the refrigerator and pull out a chocolate bar.

You freeze. Frisk turns to you and says, "I'm surprised they get this brand down here…hey Chara, are you crying?"

You turn and hold back tears. After all this time, she kept it. She told you, when you were sick in bed, that you could have that bar when you got better. And of course, that day never came. And she kept it.

Frisk takes the hint and finally returns to the living room.

"How do I get to the surface, Ms. Toriel?" They ask, a shakiness in their voice.

You see fear and worry in Mom's eyes. "Oh dear…excuse me."

"Where is she going?" Frisk asks you quietly.

You become uneasy and shrug. You follow Mom with Frisk and she unlocks the chains to the basement. "That's the path out of here, Frisk." You advise. Frisk goes to chase after Mom but you call out, "Wait."

Frisk gives you a confused look. "Go back outside and save first." You advise cautiously.

Frisk keeps up the confused look. "Touch the little yellow thing outside from yesterday." You add.

Frisk does so, but looks confused. "What do you mean save?" They ask as you both re-enter the house and follow Mom.

You frown. "The Underground is a place filled with magic. Your Determination, if it's like mine, works a certain way…it might help out. I can't really explain."

Frisk hesitates, but they look at you and give a faint smile. "Okay Chara. I trust you."

Whoa. Those were words you never heard before. Once you made sure Asriel didn't doubt you, but this was different.

"Child, do not follow me." Mom advises them, sternly, before going forward. Frisk furrows their brow and keeps going, marching down the basement hallway after her. Mom warns them a few more times, but before you know it, you're all at the door to exit the Ruins.

Mom explains to Frisk that she intends to destroy the door. That monsters will try to steal their soul. "If you want to leave, prove to me you're strong enough."

"Wait, what?!" You stammer out, but you already feel yourself pulled to Frisk's side in battle.

"I…I don't want to fight you!" Frisk yells out, confused, hurt, and sad.

Mom doesn't say anything.

"She's looking through you…not listening at all." You exclaim to Frisk.

Mom begins to use her fire magic to attack Frisk from all sides. This is nothing that you've ever seen before, and clearly Frisk hasn't either. They do a pretty good job dodging most of the attacks, but one clubs them in the back towards the end of mom's spell. They cry out in pain and you can feel the burning heat on your own back as well.

"Toriel, please!" Frisk begs. "I need to get to the surface! I don't want this!"

There is sincerity in Frisk's voice that you believe.

But Mom replies, in the voice that always frightened you, "Fight or run away."

As Frisk dodges the next attack, they look to you for guidance. You panic a bit yourself. "I…I don't know, Frisk."

Fire washes over Frisk's side and you cry out in pain too.

Frisk hesitantly pulls out the stick you found in the Ruins. "Frisk…?" You ask.

Frisk, in tears, lashes out at Mom and strikes her across the face with the branch. Mom is clearly taken aback, but regains her composure.

You remain silent. You can't process this. Why is Mom doing this? Under any normal circumstances you'd want her to burn Frisk alive, but Mom isn't leaving them with much of a choice.

This continues, and you barely feel the burns from Mom's attack, as you feel numb inside watching the pair fight. Frisk had tears streaming down their face, and at one point they raised the stick far above their head, leapt up, and brought it down on Mom's head.

Mom collapsed to one knee.

"N…no…" You mutter. You're crying and you don't remember when that started, but you became very aware that it happened sometime earlier in the fight.

Frisk immediately dropped the branch and began sobbing. Mom, ever the maternal type, began comforting them. She was instructing Frisk on how to get to the Core. She warned them of Asgore, but you barely heard her.

"Please….be good." Mom said sweetly before turning to dust.

There was a silence for a brief few seconds as millions of things flew through your mind. You were mad at Frisk, mad at Mom, mad at your own powerlessness. But you were pulled from this as Frisk dropped to the floor and sobbed onto the dust, futilely trying to pull the dust piles together as if they could fix Mom.

"I'm so sorry, I'm so sorry." They sobbed into the stone floors. Then they turn and look at you. "Chara, Chara I'm so sorry, I didn't mean to, I thought that they'd stop me."

You stayed silent as Frisk pulled their knees to their chest. "This can't be happening." They say, "I never wanted this, she was so sweet, she was your Mom and you loved her and you must hate me and I'm a terrible person…"

Frisk was beginning to hyperventilate as they rambled. You couldn't find it in your heart to be mad at them. They were just so Determined to get home...

Oh right. Determination.

"We're going to RESET." You tell Frisk as the tears on your face stop.

Frisk looks at you. "Wh-what?"

"The thing I had you touch. We can try it again." You advise.

Frisk looks baffled. "How…?"

"Do you trust me?" You ask.

Frisk pauses, and the pause hurts you, but they nod.

"I…I need control for a minute, and I'll show you how to do it." You request.

Frisk stands up, wipes there eyes, and nods.

You look inside Frisk's soul, red like yours had been. Deep inside, you find a small, button-like mark. You press it.

RESETting was always disorienting, but this time you were thrown from Frisk's body. You looked around and made sure it worked, and breathed a sigh of relief as you recognized the outside of Home.

Frisk was confused. "So…so this is the save point? This is what it does…it's like time travel."

You nod. "Kind of. Down here, having Determination allows you to create save points and RESET to try things again…or even if you get killed."

Frisk caught a deer-in-the-headlights type look in their eyes. "Then…your mom is…?"

They don't wait for you to finish as they run off to the basement. You follow and watch them nearly fall on their face in surprise as they see Toriel heading to the exit to block the Ruins.

Frisk stops in front of Mom, who begins her speech, but stops when they see Frisk's face. "My child, you look like you've seen a ghost. Do you know something that I do not? No, that is not possible."

The battle begins, and as you're pulled in close to Frisk, you tell them, "see. Told you."

"Should I tell her what happened?" Frisk asks as they dodge a fireball.

You consider it for a moment before shaking your head. "No. That's creepy."

"Then…I know what to do." Frisk replies. Abruptly, they stop dodging attacks.

"What are you doing?!" You yell, trying to take control to get them out of the way of a wave of fire. But their resolve is steadfast and you both take the hit.

"I'm not fighting you!" Frisk yells. This time, they aren't crying, scared, or confused. They are determined.

Mom says nothing and attacks. Frisk stands there and takes every blow. You wince in pain, and Mom looks shocked. Frisk folds their arms, and remains expressionless despite the fact that they had to be feeling this way worse than you were.

"I'm not fighting. Not you, not anyone." Frisk declares with an authority in their voice.

Mom attacks again, but this is a much shorter attack. Each attack hits Frisk and they're cringing, but they hold their ground. You have to admit, you really admire them right now; facing fire magic and enduring every hit.

"Fight or run away!" Mom screams.

"NO!" Frisk thunders back.

Mom's demeanor changes. She begins throwing attacks that go nowhere near Frisk. You raise your eyebrows in surprise. Frisk is calling her bluff.

"I promise I'll be okay!" Frisk reassures her. "You can let me go!"

Mom begins to crack.

"You're doing it!" You cheer for Frisk, and flush a bit as you catch yourself doing so.

Mom finally stops attacking. "Oh…I know you want to go home. But…we could have a good life here."

You glance at Frisk. Their façade cracks for only a second before they keep themselves stone-faced. You wonder how long they've been so good at hiding their emotions.

"Please, go upstairs." Mom says, a begging in her voice.

There is a sadness in Frisk's eyes, and you can tell that they would love to, but they stay put and shake their head firmly.

Mom begins to laugh. "Pathetic, is it not? I cannot save even a single child."

Mom relents and begins to explain to Frisk that she understands, but you breathe a big sigh of relief.

Mom asks Frisk not to come back to the Ruins after she's done talking, and Frisk looks crushed. But, they nod. Mom kneels down and hugs them, but Frisk looks right at you as she does. It's a look of sorrow. They mouth, "I'm sorry," to you, and you aren't entirely sure why.

Mom leaves to go upstairs. As she goes, Frisk runs up to you and tries to hug you again, which is incredibly awkward. "Thank you Chara!"

"F-for what?" You stutter, and it's embarrassing.

"For teaching me about the RESET! I'm so glad she's okay now! " Frisk is absolutely beaming at you, and you can't remember someone ever looking at you this way before. Despite yourself, you give them a big smile back.

"Hey, let's get going, okay?" You suggest, blushing.

As you both leave the Ruins, you jump as Flowey pops out of the ground and laughs.

"Well done. Looks like you figured out how to save her…"

But then the flower narrows it's eyebrows and glares evilly.

"The second time around."

* * *

><p><strong>Thanks to everyone who gave this a review, favorite, or follow. It is much appreciated!<strong>


	3. Chapter 3: Skelebros and Nice Cream

**Ghost Buddy**

Summary: In your defense, the scary movies you used to watch made it seem like possession was much easier.

Disclaimer: Undertale belongs to Toby Fox

* * *

><p>"Don't think I don't know about you." Flowey growled with a distant smile on their face. "You managed to spare everyone for now, haven't you? I bet you just feel soooooooooo warm and fuzzy inside!"<p>

Your mind was racing as they ranted to Frisk. How? How could this flower know? You had never encountered it in your time in the underground. This wasn't right. It was rambling about taking Frisk's soul, and they were visibly shaken.

Frisk listens as Flowey rambles about taking their soul and becoming a god, and grits their teeth, not backing down. You, however, are much more confused.

You're brought back to reality as Flowey retreats underground. Frisk looks at you, startled. "Can some monsters remember the RESETS?"

You shake your head slowly. "I don't…I don't think so. I never ran into anything like that."

Frisk took a deep breath. "Whatever. It's not stopping me. No matter what."

You smile. "That's the spirit."

You and Frisk leave the Ruins and cover your eyes as you step into Snowdin. The white snow was blinding compared to the dark room you were just in. Frisk leans against a tree and rubs their eyes. "Yeesh."

"Yeah I know, the snow was bright." You agree.

"No, not that." Frisk replied, "I never see you smile. It was stunning, you gorgeous thing you."

You go red and groan. "Frisk, come on, that was terrible."

They grin and begin to saunter off. You follow, of course, and Frisk jumps over a log-like branch in the pathway. But as you go a few feet away, there is a snap sound causing you both to whirl around. The branch was snapped clean in half, and there is nothing in sight that could have caused it. Frisk trembles a bit, and you feel a bit uncomfortable yourself. Still, you give each other brief, reassuring smiles and continue on. "You first," they say as you get to a rather rickety looking bridge.

However, as you begin to cross the bridge, a voice from behind Frisk makes you jump.

"Human."

Frisk jumps too and freezes, not turning around. Their eyes lock with yours for support. You look behind them and see a monster of some sort in a hoodie, but you can't make out their face.

"Don't you know how to greet a new friend? Turn around and shake my hand."

The monster holds out its hand. You look to Frisk and give them a firm nod.

Frisk turns around slowly and grabs the monsters hand…and promptly erupts into a fit of giggles at the loud fart that comes out of the whoopee cushion in the monster's hand. You roll your eyes, "Oh jeez."

"heh, the whoopee cushion in the hand gets them every time." The monster pulls it's hood down to reveal a small skeleton. "name's sans, sans the skeleton."

"I'm Frisk, nice to meet you!" Frisk replies, between giggles.

Sans and Frisk talk, and you listen in as Sans explains about his brother, Papyrus. You stop and think though. You had only met one skeleton monster in your time in the underground, and he was nothing like…this.

"hey kid go hide behind this conveniently placed lamp, i think my bro is coming." Sans suggests.

Frisk laughs and does so.

You jump as a loud skeleton runs up from the path behind you, and you instinctively find yourself scrambling over to a spot in front of the lamp.

"LAZYBONES!" The tall skeleton…well, it's somewhere between yelling and talking loudly. "IT'S BEEN EIGHT DAYS AND YOU STILL HAVEN'T RECALIBRATED. YOUR. PUZZLES!"

The two bicker, and you're somewhat baffled that Papyrus hasn't even bothered to notice the giant lamp in the middle of the forest.

But then something happens that makes you uncomfortable.

"aw come on papyrus, i've gotten a ton of work done. a…"

Sans turns his head and looks at you. Not in your direction, looks you right in the eye and winks, "skele-ton.'"

You can hear Frisk stifling a fit of giggles that STILL manages to go over Papyrus' head, but you're feeling incredibly panicked. Did this skeleton really just look right at you and wink? Could he see you? It didn't seem possible.

"working myself…down to the bone!" Sans once again turned towards you and shrugged at his own bad joke. You could feel the color drain from your face. Before you could attempt to say anything, the skeleton turned away and finished its conversation with Papyrus, who stormed off. Frisk, who had missed Sans looking at you, came out from behind the lamp, giggling. You kept your eyes trained on the sentry as he asked Frisk to play along for Papyrus' sake, and Frisk walked off.

"Those two were funny, huh Chara?" Frisk asked you, smiling. "Good thing that lamp was there!"

At the words, a save point spawned, and Frisk touched it without thinking.

"Hmm?" You say, still shaken. "Yeah, though some of those puns seemed a little, 'dead,' to me." You smile slightly at your own bad joke.

Frisk snickers to you. "Ah! I get it." But they were able to look right through your attempt at humor. "You okay there? Where's that pretty smile you had for me at the Ruins, sweet pea?"

The color that drained from your face returned immediately, with interest. "Frisk…"

You were interrupted by Snowdrake sucking you into a battle. You were surprised to see them way out here.

"That's a uh…struggling teen comedian that fights to keep a captive audience." You pause. "Wait for it to tell a joke and then laugh, no matter how bad it is."

Frisk nodded, and dodged the monsters snow magic with relative ease.

"Wowza!" Said Snowdrake with a Boston accent (this always bothered you, but whatever), "I didn't think there was…snow way for you to dodge that."

Frisk laughed. Genuinely, at that, to your astonishment.

"Laughs?! Laughs! I told you dad! I told you!" And with that, Snowdrake ran off.

"The monsters down here are so funny." Frisk said with a smile.

You were relieved that Frisk forgot all about your initial shock and kept going along the path to Snowdin. It wasn't long until you came upon Sans and Papyrus talking.

"OH MY GOD SANS, WHAT IS THAT?!" Papyrus definitely yelled that one, pointing at Frisk.

Sans, however pointed towards you, bringing back this feeling of dread you couldn't shake. "that? i think that's a…" he paused and you thought you saw a faint blue glow in his eye-socket. "…that's a rock."

You look behind you to see that, indeed, you were standing right in front of a rock. You turn back, confused. Maybe he wasn't looking at you? Was he the first couple of times? Maybe he was just looking back at the lamp.

"OH."

"hey bro what's that in front of the rock?"

"…IS IT A HUMAN?"

"(yes)."

Frisk was giggling once more. You have to admit, if you weren't so confused, you'd probably get a kick out of the two yourself.

"THE GREAT PAPYRUS SHALL CATCH YOU HUMAN! MARK MY WORDS!" The two skeletons ran off…well, Sans shuffled off after his brother, leaving you alone with Frisk again.

"Wow, it looked like Sans pointed right at you, Chara." Frisk said.

You were surprised to hear Frisk sound melancholy about it. "Disappointed?"

"I keep hoping maybe someone can see you. Then maybe they can figure out a way to…I don't know. Give a you a physical body again?" Frisk replied, giving you their familiar, I-want-to-help-you-but-I'm-not-sure-how smile.

"Let's just get you to the surface." You answered. Sans gave you the chills. Even if he could help you, you're not sure he would. He reminded you of someone, but for the life of you, you couldn't quite figure out who.

"Yeah, maybe that's the best way to –"

"DON'T MOVE!" You both jump at the voice, and you recognize Doggo peeking out over the top of their sentry station.

Frisk immediately freezes.

"Was something moving?! I can only see things that move!" Doggo sounded panic. Mom didn't let you near Doggo. She said he was a little…loopy.

"Don't move an inch!" Doggo yelled.

You recognized the light blue magic he was spawning as you and Frisk were sucked into battle. Frisk was ready to dodge, but you say, forcefully. "Wait. Blue magic is different, hold still." To make our point, you assert a little bit of control over Frisk's body, causing them to stay still. The blue magic washed over them harmlessly.

Frisk raised an eyebrow to you curiously. "Blue magic only hurts you when you're moving." You explain.

Frisk nodded and looked down at the stick they were holding since they left the Ruins. They threw it, and Doggo immediately chased it, caught it in it's mouth, and brought it back.

"A stick that throws itself?! I need to contemplate this over some dog treats." Doggo exclaimed, and jumped back into his sentry station, a bit shaken.

You shake your head as the two of you walk away.

"Are there lots of dogs down here?" Frisk asks, excitedly.

You nod. "Oh totally. And I bet that stick –"

"Hey look another doggy!" Frisk cuts you off, excitedly, running up to Lesser Dog.

"Hey, Frisk, wait!" You shout, but you're already been sucked into battle.

Lesser Dog took a battle stance, but Frisk ignored this and went right up to Lesser Dog, petting it. Lesser Dog apparently had the same mindset, dropping it's weapon and panting as Frisk continued to pet them.

"You should know…" you begin, but it is already too late. Lesser Dog's head is already stretching into the heavens.

"Chara, check it out!" Frisk tells you excitedly.

The battle is done at this point. "Yeah, Lesser Dog is going where no dog has gone before."

Lesser Dog's magic neck extended back down to the ground, in circles and loops, and all over the ridges of Snowdin. Frisk kept giggling and petting.

"I think you may have a problem." You tell them, dryly. Frisk just sticks their tongue out at you before finally shooing off the Lesser Dog.

"Some of the abilities these monsters have is just silly." Frisk tells you, clearly ecstatic.

You run into Sans and Papyrus once more, this time Papyrus has rigged some sort of electric maze.

"I THINK YOU'LL FIND IT QUITE…SHOCKING!" Papyrus quips. You roll your eyes, but Frisk snorts. And yells, "Good one Papyrus," causing the skeleton to blush a bit.

After getting himself shocked the second Frisk moved forward, Papyrus left a trail of footprints through the maze to hand Frisk the electricity orb. Still, Frisk played along and pretended that the trail was tough to follow.

"LET'S SEE HOW YOU GET THROUGH THE NEXT PUZZLE, HUMAN!" Papyrus cries, quite thrilled with Frisk's progress, and ran off.

"Take it easy on me, oh Great Papyrus!" Frisk replied with a bow. "Have mercy on me." Papyrus was practically skipping away.

"thanks kid," Sans says, watching his brother's retreating figure. "haven't seen pap this excited in weeks."

Frisk smiles at Sans and walks off. As you follow, you turn and look at the skeleton, and you swear he was watching you, but it's hard to tell when he just hand tiny eye lights in black sockets.

"Chara, look! An ice cream cart!" Frisk goes running off towards what you recognize as the Nice Cream cart. You look down at your ghost stomach and realized you haven't tasted anything in years. You missed Nice Cream.

"It's the frozen treat that warms your heart!" Nice Cream guy was always a nice dude. Frisk digs in their pockets for some money and buys two Nice Creams. While Nice Cream Guy checks his flavors, Frisk whispers to you, "What kind do you want?"

"What are you talking about? I'm a ghost." You retort. Frisk just gives you a little smile. You sigh and say, "Chocolate. Always chocolate."

"One chocolate and one strawberry please!" Frisk asks sweetly.

"Here you go kiddo! Have a fantastic day!" Nice Cream guy was ecstatic to have some business. You're not surprised; who would want Nice Cream all the way out in Snowdin. Well. Besides Frisk.

"You too!" Frisk replies, skipping off under a tree, finding a bit of grass that had been spared from the eternal blizzard. They sat down and pat the ground next to them. "Come on, sit with me."

"You know I can't eat, right?" You say, a bit harsher than you actually meant, but you missed food.

Frisk licked their strawberry Nice Cream, and it said, "You're a super cool cat! Have a great day!" They giggled, blushed a bit, and devoured the rest.

Then they look at you, encouragingly. "Well, I let you have control to do the RESET. I thought maybe you could take control and have the chocolate."

You're surprised. "You would…you would let me take control so I could have a Nice Cream?"

Frisk nods. You're speechless. You almost feel like choking up a bit, and you don't know why; it's just an ice cream that compliments you. But, Frisk didn't even let you take control for fights and…

"Thank you, Frisk." You say, quietly, and take control. You unwrap the Nice Cream and take a lick.

"You're a real cutie!" the dairy treat tells you. You can hear Frisk in your (their?) head going, _mmm, yeah you are._

You blush a bit, but savor the chocolate flavored goodness. It had been so long. You take your time with the ice cream. It was sweeter than you ever remembered, and the feeling was the best thing you could remember since dying. And then, without even thinking…you give Frisk their body back. When it hits you, you realize that, yeah, you could have went and tried to get revenge on someone, anyone, before Frisk could stop you. But…you didn't want to. Frisk trusted you.

"Feel better?" Frisk asked.

"About what?" You ask.

They shrug. "Just…in general."

You smile. You've been doing that a lot lately, you notice. You nod at your partner, still a bit speechless.

"hey kiddo," a familiar voice called out. Sans approached Frisk, "i was thinking of selling treats too. you want some fried snow? 5g,"

Frisk giggled. "Nah."

"you're right. i should charge more." Sans replied. Frisk laughed and waved to Sans as they left.

On the way to Snowdin Frisk encountered even more dogs, more…puzzles, if you could call them that, and wacky shenanigans from the skeleton brothers. You had to admit, they were growing on you, even if you didn't find them as funny as Frisk. And you didn't have any more odd…experiences with Sans, so you were able to calm down.

"How do you think Sans keeps getting ahead of us? Papyrus always runs off, but Sans is always just standing around when we leave." Frisk asks you.

You rub your chin. "I really don't know. He must know some shortcuts or something."

As you began to cross the last bridge to Snowdin with Frisk, you saw Papyrus waiting at the other side.

"HUMAN! PREPARE FOR MY MOST DANGEROUS TRAP YET!" Papyrus said.

"How are you going to top that wonderful spaghetti though?!" Frisk yelled back with a wink. The tall skeleton blushed and you could see Sans chuckling behind them. You snickered too, especially considering Frisk couldn't even take a bite of the frozen pasta.

"B-BEHOLD!" Papyrus yelled, managing to keep his composure.

Somehow, spiked balls, spears, a cannon, a flamethrower, and…a…dog, were lowered down from the clouds, surrounding the bridge. For the first time since arriving in Snowdin, Frisk looked alarmed. You were too, this one actually looked like a legitimate trap.

"WHEN I SAY THE WORD, SPIKES WILL SWING! CANNONS WILL FIRE! THINGS WILL MOVE UP AND DOWN! RIGHT WHEN I SAY THE WORD!"

Frisk braced themself and you gave them a worried look. "Be careful." You whisper.

"AND I'M ABOUT TO DO IT!"

"…wait a minute." You say.

"…well?" Sans asks.

Papyrus turns away. "NOTHING, JUST…THIS TRAP SEEMS TOO DIFFICULT! THE GREAT PAPYRUS' TRAPS ARE VERY FAIR!"

Frisk laughs as Papyrus makes an excuse to make the gauntlet disappear, and promises to catch them in town. Somehow, this was a victory for Papyrus. You chuckle a bit yourself. Playing in Snowdin with Asriel would have been a lot more fun if these two had been around at the time.

Finally, the two of you make it to Snowdin, but not before Frisk plays some fetch with the Greater Dog. He pet him too, but not nearly as much when he found out that his neck didn't have magic stretching powers.

"Oh what a cute town this is!" Frisk exclaims excitedly. "Who would think there'd be such a quaint little village like this under a mountain."

The statement spawned a save point, which Frisk touched. "I want to explore everyth-ACHOO!"

You give Frisk an alarmed look. You realize they were shivering, and probably had been for awhile. "Hey, you okay?"

They give you a smile, but you can tell this one isn't the genuine article. "Just a little cold."

"I didn't think about it, but you're wondering around in a sweater and shorts!" You scold. You're sounding a bit like Mom. "Come on, let's get in the Inn and warm you up."

"Oooh, you're gonna keep me warm?" Frisk coos. But then they add, a bit more serious, "You take such good care of me Chara."

You blush again (and wonder if you'd ever get used to Frisk's flirting so that'd stop happening), and usher them into the inn. The innkeeper bunny begins to explain their nightly rate, but upon seeing Frisk, being a young kid and shivering like crazy, tells them to get upstairs and tonight is on the house. Frisk only musters a weak smile as they trot up the stairs into the room and collapse under the covers of the bed. They smile at you and pat the spot next to them on the bed. You crawl up next to them and look at the ceiling.

"Chara?"

You look over at Frisk, who is just barely hanging on to consciousness. "Hm?"

"Will you, one day, tell me why you climbed the mountain? If I tell you?"

You're not sure what compels you. Maybe it's just the way they're looking at you. Maybe it's because they bought you a Nice Cream. Maybe they're just rubbing off on you. But you give them a small smirk and say, "Sure, Frisk. Now go to sleep."

You didn't need to tell them twice as they began snoring.

Were all humans like this? None of the ones in your village had ever, ever been anything like Frisk. But, you had never met any of them outside of the village, and the ones you went to school with had been jerks. But, the whole village grew up telling them they were cursed.

What if you had been wrong? You wrestled with the thought. Being wrong meant that everything – your whole plan, the fusion, Asriel's death, and your death – had all been in vain. All of it, for nothing. Then again, if you weren't a ghost bound to that patch of flowers, you'd have never met Frisk to even think about these things.

How would things be if you had succeeded? You still hated the villagers. If Asriel hadn't stopped you, they would be dead. You could have taken their souls and broken the barrier.

And then war would have broken out. You started thinking weird things you had never considered before: yeah, you were powerful, but what if a human had killed Mom or Dad?

What if Frisk got killed?

The thoughts made you wonder what would have happened if you had just let it go, and lived with Mom, Dad, and Asriel. You couldn't just abandon that ideal for revenge. Would those kids have still fallen down? Would they come live with you too?

You rolled over. What-ifs weren't doing you any good, you supposed. You closed your eyes and drifted off to, "sleep."

"Rise and shine!" Frisk called to you, snapping you into reality.

You pull yourself up to see Frisk was already up and at the door. "Looks like you're feeling better," you comment.

They nod. "Let's go explore a bit and see if Papyrus tries to stop us!"

You roll your eyes, not too worried about the tall goofball, but follow as Frisk bounds down the stairs. At the bottom, the innkeeper smiles to Frisk, "Oh you poor dear, I'm so glad to see you feeling better. You were just the saddest sight last night when you stumbled in."

"Thank you so much ma'am!" Frisk replied, sincerely in their honeyed voice. "I'll make it up to you."

The innkeeper shook their head. "Nonsense. Stay warm! You don't have fur like most of us."

Frisk waved and assured the bunny they would be fine.

Walking along Snowdin, Frisk stopped and said hello to nearly every monster in their way. "Oh Chara, a Christmas tree!" They were quite surprised, and the friendly bear monster explained the tradition to Frisk. As you walked away, Frisk looked at you and added, "that's so funny, how different things are down here, but in some ways it's a lot like the surface."

You gave a vague nod, but you couldn't really comment. Your family did not celebrate holidays. Father always said there was nothing worth celebrating ever since you took your birthmother away. You push those thoughts out of your head.

Frisk stopped in Grillby's and was ecstatic to see all of the dogs. He chatted them all up a bit before heading the, "Librarby," and read up on monster history. Well, they picked up an interesting book and had you read it to the, but you didn't mind because you used to love those books too.

"So that's why I haven't had to use the bathroom since I got here." Frisk mused as they went through the books. They became rather disturbed at how monsters bodies were made of magic, and how easily a human with the intent to kill would hurt them. Overall though, Frisk was a curious kid, you noted, and was absolutely fascinated by how the underground worked.

When they found Sans and Papyrus' house, they knocked on the door, but no one answered. "I bet they're waiting for you at the end of town." You advise, nodding towards the path out of Snowdin. You remember about blue attacks, right? Sans made it sound like Papyrus is going to have a couple for you."

Frisk nodded and left Snowdin, heading through the fog. You could vaguely make out a figure at the end of the fog waiting for you.

"HUMAN!"

Ah, right on cue, you thought.

"I CAN'T IMAGINE HOW IT MUST FEEL. TO FIND SOMEONE WHO LOVES PUZZLES AND SPAGHETTI AS MUCH AS YOU DO."

Frisk giggled throughout Papyrus' speech. But stopped when Papyrus stopped and said that they HAD to capture them, for the sake of Undyne and the King.

You could feel yourself sucked into battle with Frisk.

Out of habit, you told Frisk what you knew about the monster, despite having met them at the same time they did. "That's Papyrus. He uh…likes to say Nyeh Heh Heh?"

"NYEH HEH HEH, HUMAN!"

Papyrus flung a few magic bones to Frisk, but they all slid across the ground, making it really easy for Frisk to step out of the way.

"Aw, Papyrus, I don't want to fight you! You're way too cute!" Frisk said, pouting a little.

"F-FLIRTING?! YOU MUST BE SERIOUS ABOUT THAT DATE. BUT I, THE GREAT PAPYRUS, HAVE HIGH STANDARDS, HUMAN!"

"I can make spaghetti." Frisk answers.

"OH NO! YOU'RE MEETING ALL MY STANDARDS! B-BATTLE FIRST! WE CAN DATE LATER."

Again, Papyrus sent out a few bones, but Frisk didn't even need to dodge them.

Frisk shook their head. "Nope."

"SO YOU WON'T ATTACK HUH, THEN PREPARE FOR MY FABLED BLUE ATTACK!"

Frisk looks at you and winks, and you give them a thumbs up. "You got this," you encourage. Frisk stands perfectly still against a wave of blue bones. Nothing happens. But then you both hear a little, "plink," noise, and Frisk is glowing a dark blue color.

"Huh?!" You both cry.

"YOU'RE BLUE NOW. THAT'S MY ATTACK."

Papyrus begins sending more and more waves of bones at Frisk. Frisk tries to dodge, but they're rooted to the spot, and begins getting hit by the bones. They cry out and pain, and you can see why; Papyrus is clearly tougher than he looks.

"Blue Magic can root you to the ground. You're going to have to jump over the bones!" You shout.

Frisk does their best to jump over the spells. They try to stammer a response to Papyrus, to flirt with him, but to no avail. "He's dabbing MTT brand perfume behind his ears for your date," you advise, "flirting isn't going to escalate this battle. Keep dodging for awhile, he'll wear himself out!"

The bone attacks became even more complicated, despite the fact that Papyrus didn't seem to actually be all that focused on the battle. He was rattling his bones, rambling on about joining the Royal Guard, and how popular he would be for catching a human.

"…BUT COULD ANYONE LIKE ME…AS SINCERELY AS YOU?"

Frisk shook their head. "No way! I like you so much I can feel it in my bones!"

You had been tense the since Frisk had turned blue, but now you stopped and slapped your head to your forehead. "Damn it, Frisk." They sneak a smirk at you.

"THEN LET'S SEE IF YOU CAN RESIST MY…SPECIAL ATTACK!"

You could tell he was having doubts now, and was beginning to get worn down from the constant magic use.

Frisk dodged a few more attacks as Papyrus hyped up his special move. Finally, he unleashed it…only for a small, annoying dog to run up and snatch the giant bone out of the air, running off.

Frisk burst out laughing as Papyrus yelled after the dog. You're laughing too, never would have expected that.

"FINE…WELL, HERE'S A COMPLETELY REGULAR ATTACK."

"Frisk, look out, Papyrus is preparing a regular attack!" You chuckle, and Frisk snickered at you.

Although this was a long attack. Frisk had a hard time with it. And then…there was an absolutely massive wave of bones that Frisk could never completely hurdle over.

"Chara, help!" They whispered.

You didn't need to be told twice. Without a thought, you took control – but Frisk was there too. Together, you somehow managed to jump completely over all the bones, including a giant one at the end that had to have been taller than Papyrus himself. The skeleton's jaw dropped as you and Frisk plopped back down on the ground, and you released control.

"Thanks." Frisk whispered to you. You gave them a thumbs up.

Papyrus wheezed. "WELL HUMAN…IT IS QUITE CLEAR THAT YOU COULD NEVER DEFEAT THE GREAT PAPYRUS! I WILL CONSIDER THIS A STALEMATE. I SHALL SHOW YOU MERCY, AND SPARE YOU!"

"What a saint." You reply dryly. Frisk, however dashes up to Papyrus, leaps into their arms, and shouts, "Let's be friends Papyrus!"

"WOWIE! WE HAVEN'T EVEN HAD OUR FIRST DATE, AND I'VE ALREADY MANAGED TO HIT THE FRIEND ZONE! COME, HUMAN! LET'S GO ON THAT DATE! I HAVE THE PERFECT PLACE TO GO!"

You smile as you watch Frisk and Papyrus walks off. Frisk looks over their shoulder and beckons you to come with them.

You follow. A little extra time in Snowdin couldn't hurt.

* * *

><p><strong>Hope you're all enjoying it so far!<strong>


	4. Chapter 4: History and Spears

**Ghost Buddy**

Summary: In your defense, the scary movies you used to watch made it seem like possession was much easier.

Disclaimer: Undertale belongs to Toby Fox

* * *

><p>You aren't certain, but you think you were laughing all throughout Frisk's, "date," with Papyrus; from the return of the thieving dog, Sans' pet rock, Fluffy Bunny Pop-up Books, and Papyrus' race car bed, the whole thing was more bizarre than you could have ever imagined. You really lost it though when Frisk found the spaghetti under the skeleton's hat. They took a small bite of it, and made just the funniest reaction you had ever seen in your life.<p>

"THE GREAT PAPYRUS WILL TRY TO HELP YOU SETTLE FOR SECOND BEST, BY BEING YOUR COOL FRIEND!" Papyrus crowed, doing his best to let Frisk down gently.

Frisk just giggled and replied, "Aw thanks Papyrus, you're a great friend."

You and Frisk got up to leave when Papyrus looked at the clock. "HUMAN, IT IS VERY LATE IN THE EVENING! WOULD YOU LIKE TO SPEND THE NIGHT ON MY COUCH BEFORE LEAVING?! YOU SHALL STAY THERE, NOT IN MY BED, AS THERE WILL BE NO PLATONIC CUDDLING."

You did your best not to die again from this statement. Frisk chuckled too and agreed to spend the night on the couch. Papyrus grabbed some blankets and a pillow and laid them out across the couch.

"I SHALL TRY NOT TO WAKE YOU UP AT FOUR WHEN I GET UP FOR MY PRE-SENTRY TRAINING REGIMEN!"

Frisk's eyes widened. "Training regimen? That's really early."

Papyrus beamed with pride. "YES, I USED TO TRAIN WITH CAPTAIN UNDYNE, BUT SHE HAS DECIDED SHE TRUSTS ME TO PERFORM THE FOUR HOUR JOG ON MY OWN! GOODNIGHT HUMAN!"

"Goodnight Papyrus," Frisk replied with their usual magnetic smile, "thanks for everything!"

Frisk snuggled under the blankets and looked at you, over by the television. They pointed to the other end of the couch. "Lay with me?" Their tone wasn't the usual flirty kind, so you took it as an innocent request. You laid on the other end of the large sofa.

"So," Frisk whispered, "what did you think of my first date?"

You snorted. "You saw me laughing, Frisk come on. What a nutjob. Still, he seems like a nice enough monster. I never knew him when I was alive."

"Sans either?"

You shook your head. "Nope. There was a skeleton, but….I can't really remember anything about him. He was the Royal Scientist though. I'm sure you'll run in to him."

Frisk nodded. But you could tell something was on their mind. "Chara, do you remember when Papyrus said he wanted to experience driving down the road in a car with the wind in his hair?"

"Of course," You answer, "and he's got such a luxurious mane of it."

Frisk didn't laugh at your joke, but continued, "could we...could we free the monsters?"

Uh oh. You were hoping this wouldn't come up. You stalled though, "when we go to Waterfall tomorrow, there are some plaques that teach about the barrier that you could re – that I could read to you." You were glad you caught yourself.

Frisk's smile returned. "I'd like that Chara," they whisper, "you're such a good friend."

"Friend?" You blurt out before you can process.

"Well of course," Frisk's whisper got even quieter, "after all we've been through? Of course we're…friends."

You weren't sure why they paused, and they almost sounded sad, but you had never had a human friend before. But, you don't remember liking someone this much before either, and Frisk had really changed your opinion on things. "Yeah," you reply, "Of course. Friends." You smile back.

Frisk yawns and rolls over, "good. I'm sleepy though. Night, Chara."

"Sweet dreams, Frisk."

Frisk fell asleep fairly quickly, but you always had trouble falling asleep. More thoughts of what ifs flew through your mind. To break the barrier, Dad would need Frisk to give up their Soul to join the six others, and the thought scared you. How disappointed would Frisk be? You were dreading that for tomorrow, but you would just cross that bridge when you got there.

You actually had some dreams that night, but it was more of just memories of your first death.

"Chara! Stay determined!" Dad's voice yelled to you as your insides were falling apart. But to no avail, as you were determined…determined to die. Determined to give your soul to your brother.

"hey kiddo, rise and shine," came a familiar voice, pulling you awake.

Sans was nudging Frisk at the other end of the couch, and your partner yawned and stretch. "Good morning Sans," Frisk yawned.

"hey. you probably need to get going if you want tibia on your way." Sans replied.

Frisk half-grinned at the joke as they rubbed sleep out of their eyes. "Okay. We'll be on our way."

Sans demeanor changed for a brief second as he asked, "we?"

You felt the panic crawl on your back from yesterday, when you thought Sans looked at you. But Frisk, ever the clever one, replied, "Me. Sorry, had a dream about a friend."

"ok, no problem. just take care of yourself." Sans said, going back to his lax attitude.

Frisk left soon after with yourself in tow. They headed through the dense fog that surrounded the entrance to Waterfall. "Yikes it warms up quick," They say, as the snow melts down in to muddy gravel with every step they take.

"The Underground is naturally cold," you state, "but the closer to the CORE, the higher the temperature's towards the center of the earth create different climates."

Frisk looked at you with admiration, and it felt good when you were able to teach them. Mom had always wanted to be a teacher, and you had thought it would always be fun too.

As you got to the entrance, you were surprised to see another sentry station, manned by none other than Sans. Frisk waved to them.

"hey kid, i'm thinking of going on a break to grillby's." Sans stepped out from behind the station, "want to come with? i know a shortcut."

Frisk nodded and followed Sans. You began to as well, but before your eyes Frisk and Sans disappeared.

"F-Frisk?" You call out, a bit panicked. You began to feel that hazy, sluggish feeling that kicked in whenever Frisk got too far away from you, but it was much more intense than before. You immediately felt everything go dark.

You had to blink a few times to orient yourself to your surroundings as you realize you were in Grillby's. To your left was Sans, and to his left Frisk sat next to him, giggling as Sans downed a bottle of ketchup. Frisk looked over Sans and gave you a discreet smile as they noticed your presence.

"…so anyway kid, i wanted to ask you," Sans leaned a bit closer to Frisk and his voice lowered, "you know anything about a flower that talks to people?"

Frisk took a very uncomfortable face and nodded. "Yeah…I have."

"yeah, the echo flowers," Sans replied nonchalantly, turning back to face the bar, "think someone's trying to prank papyrus with them. anyway, keep an eye out for me, ok? i should get going. can't believe you kept me away for so long!"

As Sans turned in his seat, he swung the swivel stool away from Frisk and towards you. He paused – very briefly, but noticeable – right in front of you. For a split second he looked right at you before turning and walking out, saying something to Frisk, which you didn't catch since you had chills running down your spine.

Frisk motioned for you to follow, realizing they couldn't talk to you in the middle of the bar. You nodded and wordlessly followed them, trying to calm your nerves.

"Hey," Frisk asked, voice dripping with concern. Two days ago you'd feel mad because this would make you feel weak, but now Frisk's concern made you feel warm inside. "What happened? You missed most of what Sans was saying."

You shrugged and said, "you guys just kind of disappeared. I got all dizzy and blacked out, next thing I know I'm with you guys at the bar. What did I miss?"

Frisk frowned, "I'm sorry. I didn't think he'd teleport us. At least now we know how he's been getting around." Frisk looked around before continuing. "First, he clearly really cares about his brother. It's sweet! But," Frisk whispered, "I think Flowey has been messing with Papyrus. Whispering stuff to him."

You frown as well. "That's no good. We'll just have to be careful."

You were both back to the entrance of Waterfall. Frisk stopped and took a big whiff of the rush water. A SAVE point was spawned, and Frisk touched it.

You pointed to a blue flower with a seahorse type monster standing by it. "That's one of those Echo flowers that Sans was telling you about."

Frisk walked over to the flower, and it said, "All that gives my life meaning is explaining the Echo Flower."

You and Frisk both look at the seahorse monster with raised eyebrows. "Don't uh….Don't believe everything you hear from a flower," he said before running off, embarrassed.

"YO!" A voice yelled out from behind you, and you both turn to see Monster Kid charging towards Frisk. They had spoken a bit the day before. He came to a stop in front of Frisk when he fell face first, and pulled himself back up. You snickered a bit, but Frisk gave you a small glare for being rude, so you stopped.

"Are you here to see Undyne too?" Monster Kid was beside himself with excitement.

"That's the captain of the guard, right?" Frisk asked, "No, but she's down this way?"

"Yeah, yo, she's supposed to be hunting a human. I want to see her fight it!" Monster Kid clearly didn't realize Frisk was a human, which seemed astonishingly dense to you, but you kept your mouth shut as they said, "Come on dude, let's go."

Frisk shrugged and followed Monster kid as they charged ahead. You leaned in and whispered, "Be careful. I don't think the Captain of the guard is going to be as easy to get past as Papyrus."

Frisk nodded back, "I know. Maybe the Monster Kid could help me out."

As the three of you trod deeper into Waterfall, Monster Kid rushing far ahead of you, he stopped and made a motion with his head for you to sneak into some tall grass with him. Frisk quietly crawls into the grass with him. You, of course, don't bother since you just float through it and are invisible anyway.

"C-CAPTAIN UNDYNE!"

You recognize the tall skeleton's voice. They were coming up from a ledge above the grass patch. Frisk and Monster Kid both froze and looked toward it. You float up to the ledge and look over to see a very menacing person in full plate armor being approached by Papyrus. They said something inaudible to Papyrus, who answered, "OF COURSE I FOUGHT THE HUMAN! I FOUGHT VALIANTLY."

Captain Undyne asked something else, "DID I CAPTURE THEM? WELL, I…NO. BUT UNDYNE! YOU DON'T HAVE TO FIGHT THEM, THEY'RE – "

But Undyne gave him a look, and Papyrus stopped. "OF COURSE. I'LL HELP YOU ANYWAY I CAN."

You looked down to Frisk, who heard the whole conversation. They looked concerned, although Monster Kid was beside himself with excitement. Frisk tried to sneak through the rest of the grass, but it rustled loudly. You look over to see Undyne clanging loudly over to the ledge. You hiss, "Frisk, stop!"

They heard you and stopped before the edge of the grass, and laid as flatly as possible against the ground. Undyne stared into the grass, scanning for life. But she backed away after a few moments. You breathed a sigh of relief.

You gave Frisk a thumbs up and they emerged from the grass, followed by Monster Kid.

"Yo," the kid hollered, "Did you see how she was looking almost right at you?! That's so amazing! I'm jealous. Come on, let's go see her fight the human!"

He turned and ran off, but not before face planting once more.

You floated down next to Frisk as they followed the eager boy. "You think he really has no idea?"

Frisk shrugged, "I don't know, but it's kind of funny."

As you walked through Waterfall, you kept your promise and read the plaques on the wall, that detailed the war of monsters and humans. The tale made Frisk incredibly sad. "The monsters are so nice though," Frisk moaned, "it's always some nasty people that have to ruin it for everyone else."

You scoffed, "I think most people are nasty."

"Even me?" Frisk actually seemed a bit hurt when they asked.

You thought carefully before you answered. "You…I've never met anyone like you, Frisk. "

"Maybe you were just hanging out with the wrong people, Chara." Frisk replied, looking at their feet.

You say nothing. You never hung out with anyone outside of your father and older siblings, who all told you that you were a mistake. So maybe Frisk was right.

You were interrupted by Frisk's phone ringing. They barely managed to answer with the, "h," in hello when a voice came screaming from the receiver, "YES, HELLO HUMAN, THIS IS YOUR BEST FRIEND PAPYRUS. WHAT ARE YOU WEARING? I'M ASKING FOR A FRIEND!"

Frisk looked at you and you shrugged. "He's probably telling Undyne," you answer, "make something up."

"I'm wearing a tutu!" Frisk blurted out. You slapped your forehead as they hung up, and they told you, "I'm not good at lying."

"Clearly," you snicker back, as you both continued.

Frisk, meanwhile, was marveling at the glittering stones that covered the caverns. "It's so beautiful," they breathed. They made an attempt to hold your hand, but forgot that their hand went right though yours. You pretended not to notice, but you blushed a bit.

Frisk listened to the echo flowers, and became sad once more to hear how many of the monsters were wishing for freedom. It made you sad too, but if you and Asriel failed, you didn't think that Frisk could hope to match your plan.

You read more of the plaques, and they explained how monsters could absorb human souls, and what monstrous power would come from such a creature. By now, you were on one of the docks.

"Has that ever happened?" Frisk asked.

You paused. You knew damn well what they were asking, but you played it dumb, "has what?"

"A human or monster absorbing the other's soul," Frisk answered, "it sounds scary."

You didn't want to lie to Frisk, but you wondered if they'd still like you if they knew what you had done. However, you were pulled from the dilemma by the sound of clomping metal . You look to the left of you to see Undyne across the river, preparing some magical spears. "Frisk, run!" You shout, pointing to the assailant.

They didn't need to be told twice. Frisk took off down the dock, narrowly avoiding being skewered by the captain of the guard. You chased after them of course, yelling, "duck," or, "swerve to the left," depending on how Undyne was attacking. Frisk's reactions were perfectly in tune with your observations, and managed to escape past Undyne's reach, diving in to a patch of tall grass. "Is it safe?" They whispered.

You peered down the path where you had both come from, but could hear clomping in the distance. "I think she's coming," you advised, "stay put."

Your heart was racing though as Undyne came stomping towards the grass, and began to search through it. "THERE YOU ARE!" She growled, making you jump as she reached down to grab something.

"Frisk, no!" You cried out, worried. Their last save had been awhile ago, and you knew they'd be okay, but you were still concerned about them getting hurt.

But to your surprise, Undyne pulled Monster Kid up from the patch of grass. Wordlessly, but annoyed, Undyne put the kid down and walked away. You let out a sigh of relief.

"UNDYNE TOUCHED MY FACE!" Monster Kid was gushing as they burst forth from the tall grass. Frisk giggled as they followed. The Kid took off, leaving you two alone once again.

"hey kiddo," came the familiar voice of Sans once again, standing by a telescope in one of the caverns, "take a look through the telescope. no charge just this once," he added with a wink.

Frisk grinned and looked through the telescope, but said, "I don't see anything."

As they pulled back you burst into laughter; Sans had put ink on the lens, surrounding Frisk's eye with an orange color.

"huh. well i'll give you a full refund." Sans replied, straight faced.

You had pulled the same joke on Asriel long ago, so you couldn't help but crack up. Once out of ear shot, Frisk gave you an annoyed look. "What's so funny?"

You snicker and point to a puddle. Frisk goes and looks and giggles themselves. "That goofball!" They splash water onto their face and clean off the ink and ask, "did I get it all?"

You got a bit closer and nodded, "yeah. Come on, let's get moving."

More plaques came up. You swallowed hard and went over the monster history, how not a single soul was taken, and that seven human souls would be needed to break the barrier.

"Doesn't sound like much of a war," Frisk replied to you, sadly. "Is…is that why you hated or hate humanity, Chara?"

You purposely ignore this question. "So you would be the last soul, Frisk."

Frisk was good at picking up on hints that you didn't want to talk about it, so they dropped it. These feelings were new to you; you never had friends, and now you were worried about what would happen if Frisk knew that you had come so close to murdering your father and five of his friends. Maybe more, if the situation had called for it. You told Asriel six, but if war broke out, or more people attacked, you weren't too concerned about numbers.

You had been murderous. You came right to the edge of killing, and were stopped by Asriel. How would Frisk look at you? You could tell they were a little disappointed by you blowing off their question, but that would be nothing compared to the truth of your past.

Without warning, you could feel yourselves being pulled into a battle, but there were no monsters around. Frisk looked at you, confused. You shrugged, but then nodded to the corner of the room. "That's Shyren," you explain, "she's hiding in the corner, but somehow we encountered her."

"Why are we battling her when she's hiding from us?" Frisk asks.

"Well," you strain to remember Shyren, she kept to herself mostly, "last I remember Shyren was trying to make it big with some other monsters, but maybe she's still shy about her voice."

Frisk nods, and begins humming a little melody. You raise your eyebrows at them, curiously. Shyren picks up on their tune and begins singing in a dialect you didn't understand. Dad had once told you that Monsters used to use a different language, but adapted to human languages in an attempt to prevent a war.

Shyren's singing manifested into magic bullets, which charged at Frisk. To your astonishment, they kept humming without breaking tune, and danced around the magic. Shyren seemed more excited about this, and began to sway and sing in tune with Frisk as well. Monsters began to hear the commotion and come to see. Aaron,Woshua, and other types of monster families you recognized all began to crowd the room.

"You guys are really good," you tell Frisk as they dance and hum, "I think Sans is in the back selling tickets made of toilet paper."

Frisk just smiled as they twirled and hummed. You felt a weird feeling in the pit of your stomach. You didn't know why, but you couldn't take your eyes off Frisk.

More and more monsters came in to see the show. Frisk and Shyren looked at each other and laughed after awhile.

"The tours. The groupies. It's all so tempting. You could live in Waterfall and be rockstars," you joked to Frisk, as they waved goodbye to Shyren.

"I just have my own journey to go on." Frisk replied with a giggle, "I saw you watching."

"That was something else," you said, blushing.

As you approached what you had always called the, "rainy room," you point out the umbrella's off to the side of the room, "you'll want one of those."

Frisk nods and grabs one, and smiles at the rain that begins falling down on them. "I love the rain. If I lived down here, I'd never want to leave this place."

"Hey yo, you've got an umbrella!" Monster Kid yelled, running up and getting under the umbrella with Frisk. Frisk nodded and walked with Monster Kid. Their patience baffled you, as you found Monster Kid a bit annoying, but Frisk smiled and chatted with them. But Frisk seemed to get along with everyone.

Then again, you got along with most of the monsters when you fell, hadn't you? They all heralded you as the future of humans and monsters though, so perhaps it was different.

"So this one time, the king, Asgore, came to my school," Kid rambled, "and he gave us all a flower to take care of. Something about responsibility."

"I had to do something like that once, it was with an egg though," Frisk replied, "had to make sure it didn't crack and things like that. It was weird."

Monster Kid laughed, "Wouldn't it be cool if Undyne came to the class and beat up the teacher?!"

Frisk laughed a bit but didn't say anything, either because they were nervous about fighting Undyne or because they didn't find the thought of Undyne fighting a teacher to be all that great.

"I guess Undyne would never hurt an innocent person." Monster Kid added.

The three of you walked past the view of the castle, and you smiled. You were going to New Home, even if Dad couldn't see you. It would be nice to see it again.

At the end of the long path, Monster Kid helped Frisk up a high ledge before running off. You, or course, just floated up after them. You continued on across a dock, silently. Frisk seemed distracted.

"What's on your mind?" You ask.

"For someone so secretive," Frisk answered, "you're awfully nosy. And just…these monsters are all such good people, you know? It's not fair. It's terrible that they were treated so poorly by people, however long ago. I wish they could be happy. I just wonder if maybe they'd be better off if I…"

You float alongside them, patiently. They're clearly struggling with the words.

"I wonder if it would be better off for me to just give up my soul. Then Papyrus and Sans and your parents could be free."

You raised your eyebrows at Frisk. "Whoa. Frisk, that's not like you. What happened to getting to the surface no matter what?"

Frisk shook their head and gave you a sad smile. "You're right. I'm being silly. I have to make it back! And maybe I can help them that way. Find six people to come though the barrier with me to break it."

You're still concerned, but there is a glowing that's coming from the dock under the two of you. It's a faint, blue color, just like…

"Frisk, run! It's Undyne again!" You shout.

Frisk took off at the sound of your voice, just in time to avoid the magic spears that were bursting through the floor where you had both been. The winding path had numerous dead ends that tripped Frisk up, but they kept going until finally, they hit the end of the dock. It was pitch black all around them and neither of them could see where the water rushing down the walls stopped below. The spears had stopped as well.

"Dead end," Frisk mumbled, turning around cautiously.

But Undyne was there behind you. Frisk froze up but timidly raised their hand to wave. "Hey, listen, can we just talk for a minute?"

Undyne wasn't in a talking mood. She conjured up some spears and sent them crashing through the dock Frisk was on, causing it to crack and send them plummeting into the abyss below.

"FRISK, NO!" You screamed, but it was too late. You were too far away from them, and your vision was beginning to blur. Everything went dark.

* * *

><p>You could hear Dad telling you to stay determined. You could hear mom promising you that chocolate bar if you got better.<p>

You could hear your brother.

"Oh, you've fallen down, haven't you? What's your name? Chara? That's a nice name! My name is…"

You catapulted into a sitting position and looked around. You were in the Waterfall garbage dump, on an odd patch of buttercups. Frisk lay next to you, stirring themselves. "Frisk, are you okay?"

Frisk slowly pulled themselves to a sitting position and nodded.

"Thank God, you haven't saved in awhile and the way you were talking about your soul I was worried about your determination," you rambled, but Frisk wasn't really listening.

"Chara," they whispered, "whose voice was that?"

You locked up, chest tightening. How could Frisk have heard that? "W-what?"

"That was a memory from when you fell down, right?" Frisk asked, still quietly.

You weren't ready to tell Frisk about Asriel. Because then they'd want to know what happened to him. You stood up and advised, "Come on, let's get going."

You pretended not to notice the hurt expression on Frisk's face as you ignored them. But the curious kid began checking out the piles of garbage, surprised to see what managed to make it's way down from the human world.

"Some brands you recognize?" You ask, and they nod.

Seeing the garbage flow down from the ceiling down into the abyss, you were surprised to see a SAVE point spawn. Frisk touched it and said to you, "Don't worry about my determination, Chara."

You could tell they were a little upset with you. Part of it made you mad that they were being so nosy, but the rest of you just felt guilty. You cared about Frisk, and it sucked to hurt their feelings by being so closed off to them.

As they waded through the wet pools of trash, you both passed another training dummy.

"Take a whack at it?" You offer to them, trying to lighten the mood.

Frisk looked at the dummy, shook their head and walked away. As they got to dry ground, however, the dummy called out to you, causing you both to jump.

"Hold it, HOLD IT, HOLD IT!"

The dummy flew over to Frisk in a rage, startling them.

"Chicken, huh?! Well let me tell you something, I had a ghost relative who haunted a dummy like this in the Ruins. They had a pretty good life until YOU CAME ALONG!"

Frisk looked around and pointed to themselves. "Me?"

"YES YOU!" The dummy screeched, shaking and floating about, "THE THINGS YOU SAID! YOU'RE A MONSTER!"

"What, did you flirt with the dummy too?" You sneered.

"I'M TAKING YOUR SOUL, BUDDY!"

You felt yourself get sucked into a battle with Frisk.

Frisk attempted to talk to the mad dummy, but it wasn't listening. It just kept attacking, causing Frisk to dodge.

"It's not one for conversation, it seems," you deadpan.

Frisk managed to trick the dummy's bullets into hitting the dummy, causing him to freak out and replace them with robotic missiles. Frisk, being crafty, just did the same thing with these. As the dummy screamed and shook, you pointed out it looked like an armless ska dance. Frisk was more annoyed than anything though.

"dummies, DUMMIES, DUMMIES!" Yelled the Mad Dummy, "You're all fired. WHO NEEDS FRIENDS WHEN I HAVE KNIVES!"

The dummy threw a knife at Frisk, who dodged to the side, alarmed. The knife splashed into the water.

"I'M OUT OF KNIVES!" Yelled the dummy, "But since you can't hurt me, and I can't hurt you, I'll just trap you in this battle…forev-OW!"

You saw magic tears falling down onto the dummy, causing it to flee. Frisk excitedly realized Napstablook had come to say hi. You had forgotten they had, "fought earlier." You were a lot more stand-off-ish in the Ruins and had ignored that battle. But Frisk had liked them, and they had showed him that Spider Bake Sale.

As soon as Frisk greeted Napstablook, they got shy and replied, "oh…I'm sorry your friend left. Oh…."

The floated off, but Frisk gave chase. "Oh…would you like to hang out with me?"

Frisk nodded, "Sure thing Naps!"

You chuckled. "Cute nickname, Frisk."

They ignored you, and you frowned. They followed Napstablook to his house, and went inside. You hung around and watched them listen to some music that the ghost had mixed (it wasn't bad), watched Frisk try to each a ghost sandwich, and then they played a game called, "lay on the floor and feel like garbage," for awhile. Frisk seemed to enjoy it, so you laid down with them for awhile. You glanced over at Frisk. They seemed deep in thought, and you knew they were still concerned about the shared dream the two of you had. But things got a little fuzzy as you laid there, and Frisk seemed to space out too. After awhile, they finally got up.

"Oh…it was nice to have company for all that. Thanks," Napstablook said.

Frisk smiled and waved as they left. They continued down the path that you directed them to the Core, but didn't talk to you. They were clearly angry with you and it was starting to get on your nerves. They knew you weren't ready to talk about that stuff.

They stopped by a shop and you were surprised to see Gerson running it. Frisk asked them about the Delta Rune, and Gerson explained all about the symbol or monsters, and the prophecy. Frisk was fascinated by the story and bought a Sea Tea for the road.

"Gerson knew my Dad for a long time," You explained to Frisk. "He'd come over and tell stories about his adventuring days. He never talked about the war though."

"That sounds like a lot of fun," Frisk answered, "did he tell them to whoever I heard in that dream?"

You sighed. Frisk's sassy response may have been warranted, but it still hurt. "Frisk, look…I know I told you I'd tell you about when I came here, but I'm just not ready yet. It's hard, okay?"

Their expression softened. "That's all you had to say Chara." They beamed at you once more and you let out a sigh of relief.

"hOI!" A voice shouted out. "SPECIAL ENEMY TEMMIE HERE TO DEFEAT YOU!"

Frisk sneezed and marveled at the Temmie that had popped up in front of us. The Temmie tried to pet Frisk, but they kept sneezing. "What' this cutie?"

"Oh!" You answer, "that's a Temmie. It loves to pet cute humans, but it looks like you're allergic."

Frisk began blushing pretty hard and giggled at you.

"What's so funny?" You ask, before it hit you. You had called Frisk cute. You went red.

"I knew you liked me," Frisk winked when they saw the color of your face.

"HOI!" yelled the Temmie.

"HOI!" Yelled Frisk back.

"HOI!" Temmie replied.

"Um…BOI!" Frisk shouted, waving.

"K, bOI!" Temmie said, turning and running off. Frisk was beside themselves with laughter, and followed after the Temmie.

"Frisk," you call to them, giving chase, "come on, the CORE is this way!"

Frisk just laughed and said, "Let's see if there are more."

You rolled your eyes and replied, "Temmie's are rare Frisk I doubt you'll find," you pause though as you round a corner you had never seen before, stumbling onto a corridor filled with Temmie's, "…more."

Frisk gave you a sly grin. "Maybe to find all the Temmie's you just needed more…"

You leaned forward as they paused.

"…de-temmie-nation." Frisk finished, very proud of their joke.

You groaned, but couldn't keep yourself from smiling. "Painful, Frisk. Painful."

Maybe you were better off when they weren't talking to you.


End file.
